THE SENILE

love with her, he wants to marry her. That's why he's discarding me.
The women of that family have never done me anything but harm."

She preferred it to be another woman who was taking him away
from her, rather than admit the truth she could see reflected in every
one of her mirrors.
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The taxi stopped in front of a high grey stone porch which looked
half-way between that of a prison and a reformatory.

"This is it, ladies/' said the taxi-driver.

Isabelle got out, followed by Madame Polant, raised her eyes to the
pediment of the porch and read: "Asylum." A big faded flag hung
over the inscription to prove that here, too, was a portion of the
Fatherland.

"Wait for us/' said Isabelle to the taxi-driver.

Then, turning to Madame Polant, she said: "It was really very"kind
of you to come with me, my poor Polant, but you really needn't have
bothered."

"Oh, I couldn't have let you come alone. I've been here before; I
know what it's like, particularly the first time."

They went in.

"The Director's office?" Madame Polant asked the doorkeeper.
"It's in the big wing on the left, isn't it?"

The doorkeeper nodded his head.

"Ask the attendant on duty/' he said.

"You see, I've got a good memory 1" said Madame Polant to Isabelle.

The place did not look as sinister as Isabelle had expected.

There were bright, rectangular flower-beds, like those in'public
gardens, decorating the vast entrance court in front of the administra-
tive buildings. On such a melancholy, misty day, when the air left a
sort of sticky dampness on hands and clothes, the sight of the flowers
was reassuring. About the flower-beds a few gardeners were working
with no undue haste; they watched the two women go by. The men's
eyes were curiously staring.

The Director received Isabelle at once.

"I don't understand, Monsieur/' she said to him, "why you sent for
me. My husband died two years ago without leaving any family but
myself. He was the last to bear his name. There must be some mistake,
and an extremely unpleasant mistake."

"I know, Madame, I know," the Director replied. "We have made
enquiries and that is precisely why.. /* He was a big, affable man,
wearing the insignia of a Freemason in the form of trinkets attached
to his watch-chain. He spoke as if he were dictating a letter.

"Owing to the persistence with which one of our patients, who has
indeed feigned amnesia for several consecutive weeks, insists that his
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